THE MAGNATES

"Little idiots ... humph ... little idiots .. . humph .. ." he cried.
"You don't know how to play ... humph ... you don't know anything
.. .anything at all!"

He threw the draught-board on the ground and hit it with his
stick.

His face turned the colour of port wine. He tore off his collar; he
showed the whites of his eyes beneath the red eyelids and, before the
children could rush to the door and call for help,, he had fallen back-
wards, full length on the floor.

The Patriarch never regained consciousness and died during the
night. As he dressed the corpse for the lying-in-state, under Madame
Polant's diligent eye3 Jeremie said: "It's a pity that Monsieur le Baron
should have chosen this particular day to cut off his whiskers. It spoils
his appearance."

This death affected Noel Schoudler perhaps even more than the
death of his son. His grief., which had ceased to harass him for several
months now, returned. During these days of sorrow he was grateful
for Simon's devotion.

"And to think that in four years he would have reached his century/'
Noel kept repeating. "And now it's I who am old Schoudler. This is
how it happens, suddenly, when one least expects it. But I suppose at
sixty-eight one is beginning to be an old man."

He began to enjoy retailing his memories, and those of Siegfried,
and more distant ones still. Henceforth he was the repository of these
family treasures. The face of his grandfather, the first baron, he who
had been painted in court dress, came back to him in all its original
freshness. He often spoke of it.

"One day/' he began, "when my grandfather and my father were
both dining with Prince Metternich ..."

Noel regretted never having had his own portrait painted.
"And what opportunities I missed! Just imagine, I knew Manet, I
knew Degas, I knew Henner from almost the start of his career, and
then Elie Delauney too. Delauney would have been delighted!"

He decided on a young painter whom Simon recommended to him
and whose classical style he approved.

He wished to leave this memorial to Jean-Noel; but, above all, he
wanted to see his likeness, taken when he was still handsome, hanging
on the wall of the study.

The portrait of Baron Schoudler, Governor of the Bank of France,
gigantic, leaning on a solid Louis XV table, was to be exhibited in the
next Salon.

During one of the brief sittings Noel asked the painter: "Supposing
I gave you a good photograph of my son, would you be able to paint
his portrait from it?"
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